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Cooper, A 


JOHN COOPER CLARKE 


POST WAR GLAMOUR GIRL (Clarke) 




■H Expresso Bongo snaps of Rome 
S Lower the tone of an ideal home 
S Fucks all day sleeps alone 

Just a tiger rug and a telephone 
Said the Post War Glamour Girl’s never alone 


wwmmm mm * 








In the 7th heaven on the 13th fioor 

Sweethearts counterparts kiss 

Valentines either side of the doo 
Where the human dynamoes fist 
Adults only overhead cubes 
Debutantes they give her dubes 
Beatnicks visit with s ^ a Ph°nes 
rho cate her Toblerone 






BeatnicKs visu w.u. - 

The way she eats 

Said the post was glamour giri^s 





Mau-mau lovers come and go 
Dreamboats leave her behind 

In a baby doll to go man go 

On the slopes of the adult mind 



A murder mstery walk on part 
: A dead body or a gang-land tart 
| Near the knuckle close to home 



fc+lwvvwmME 


■ v i r 1 Li ~ — ~ " ' 

Criminal connection can’t condone 

A non-doctor’s anonymous drone 

Said the post war glamour girl is never alone 

— ■ » r M i r^l BBMMMB&JH . fTTTTTTlllIllHIUlHHimi . , i m it —3 I \'j 




SS —BWWroSSB 



That section of the populous they call the clientele 
The moguls of metropolis defenestrate themselves 
In the clothes of a rabbit you develop a twitch 
One of the little sisters of the rich 
Glamorous cameras clickety click 
**“ Her rosary beads are really bones 
Rebel rebel they bug your phone 
And the post war glamour girl is never alone 





......— - "'"mmm ?*™ - *' - ■ 

Yes there is always an acti°n pamt er dropping 
I ra^^rrlnnlng^'roulies o. human treachery 

-- 




m vacant visitors rein» ,, a 

-J ot the Engiish speaKing worid 

=: just a tiger rug and q° r "f s never alone 
Said the post war glamour gir 
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PSYCLE SLUTS (John Cooper Cli 

This disc concerns those pouting prima donnas found within the_ 

swelling J. Arthur ranks of the sexational psycle sluts. Those nubile 
nihilists of the North Circular, the lean leonine leatherette lovelies 
the Leeds intersection, love to have her angels locked in the pagan 
paradise. No cash, a passion for trash, the tough madonna whose 

crow magnon face and crab nebular curves haunt the highways of_ 

the UK, whose harsh credo captures the collective libido li ke larriat s, 
their lips pushed in the neon arc of dodgems. Delightfully 
disciplined, dumb but deluxe, deliciously, deliciously deranged.. 
Twin wheeled existentialists steeped in the sterile excrement of a _ 
doomed democracy; whose post-Nietzchean sensibility rejects the 
bovine gregariousness of a senile oligarchy; whose god is below 

zero, whose hero is a dead boy condemned to drift like forgotten_ 

sputniks in a fool’s orbit, bound for a victim’s future in the pleasure_ 

dromes and ersatz bodega bars of the free world. The mechanicals of 
love grind like organs of iron to a standstill; hands behind your backs^ 
in the noxious gas of cheek to cheek totalitarianism. Hail the psycle 
sluts! Go, go the Gian Gringos for the gonada age of cunnilingus! 

The dirty thirty, the naughty forty, the shifty fifty, the filthy five. 

Zips, clips, whips and chains wait for you to arrive. Hells Angels by 
the bus load, stoned stupid, how they strut, smoke woodbines till I 

their banjoed and smirk at the Swedish schmut, life on the straight_ 

and narrow path drives you off your nut. By day you are a psychopath, 
by night you are a psycle slut. On the BSA with two bald tyres, you 

drove a million miles. You cut your hair with rusty pliers and you __ 

suffer with pillion piles, you get built-in obsolescence, travel in your 
guts, but you don’t reach adolescence, slow down psycle sluts! __ 
Motorcycle Michael wants to buy a tank, only 29 years old and he’s_ 
learning how to wank. Yesterday he was in the groove, today he is in 
a rut. My how the moments move, brute fun psycle sluts. See cats on 
your originals, you peepee on his boots. He makes love like a 

footballer: he dribbles before he shoots. The goings on at the_ 

gang-bang ball made the citizens tut, tut, tut, but what do you care, 
piss all, you tell ’em, psycle sluts. Boyfriend’s burned his jacket, ~ 
ticket expired, tyres are knackered, knackers are tired. You can teM 
your tale to the gutter press, get paid to peddle smut. Now you’ve 
ridden the road of excess that leads to the psycle slut so you can dine 
and wine on stuff that’s bound to give you boils. Hotdogs direct from 
Crufts done in diesel oil or the burger joint around the bend where 
the meals are fast and skimpy, for y ou th at’s how the world could 
end, not with a bang but a Wimpy. 
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JOHN COOPER CLARKE 


TRACKSUIT (Clarke) 


KC 






I got a new Track Suit 
I wear it everyday 
Keeps me cool and casual 
I wore it yesterday 


I got a new Track Suit 

I wear it anywhere 

Track me down the training ground 

Maybe I’ll be there 






ytreiki ‘fmffi m 


V V 






mV ^ -l * Tl l H| i4ll ^lT i lTTTliyBtUU» 




Wearing a brand new Track Suit 
With a medicine ball to boot 
Knee pads an airline bag 
The overall smell of Brut 
The overall smell of Brut 




Expert eyes scrutinize 
Scientists agree 
One track suit would suffice 
But you’re better off with three 




wnmi mt! * 1 * * 11 











I got one two tone nylon 
Yellow stripes on navy blue 
I got a brand new track sui: 
I got the old one too. 
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This is today’s 
conversation 
piece! 
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TEENAGE WEREWOLF (John Cooper Clarke) 


Cooper S e m wtt Ore- S€13 
Cooper € owi*on Cte H9%. 
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I scream all the way to the chair 
And in the face of tanks 
Take the stairway to the stairs 
And I scream ‘thanks’ 

Fake snakes and mock crocs 
And killers cut my throat 
That’s me in the call box 
Stepping out of my coat 
I found a reason for living 
Everyday I die 
I was a Teenage Werewolf 
Or was I? 

I fall off trains and torture dames 
Just to keep in the swim 
I get slain on Memory Lane 
And the people say ‘Oh it’s him’ 

Easy money play hard to get 

Those love toys to amuse 

The non-doctor’s penthouse pets 

Who drink champagne from shoes 

Walk in rooms and out of rooms 

That’s my cuppa tea 

I’ve seen the world, I didn’t like it 

What’s in it for me 

Invisible girls go haywire 

I’ll be their go-go guy 

I was a Teenage Werewolf 

Or was I? 

Murder victims talk to me 
Detectives come and go 
Their dangling receivers tell me 
AIM need to know 
We only live once or do we 
Take advice from Mickey Spillane 
Me Third ... Nazi Blood-Brother 
Never give the right name 
Those dead delicious nudes 
They hang around their necks 
Moving raincoat 

By the sliding doors of discotheques 

Where boys are boys 

And girls are toys 

Not programmed to reply 

I was a Teenage Werewolf 

Or was I? 
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Cooper, S 


JOHN COOPER CLARKE 


I 


DON’T WANNA BE NICE (Clarke/HannefVHopk/ns, 


Here he comes now 




Thp fast hngers 

The expert eyes wtfva do 

f^n d the same® dum b disguis 

-A^, u stwa wBhvo u 

He wants a wo e the e r\d 
His probiemsa^s exe rcise 

His moUin —"J,”'”"'. 


- • * ~ r 


f>Wl 


> ww iWiii y M»< 




oU th n “ f. JM^ .- . 

l nerasiS^ad^ another friend 
I Don’t Wanna Be Nice 
I Don’t Wanna B ® N,c ® _ 

| ?hinM.-s Clever.oswear 


M Better seek some sound advice 
Better look elsewhere— - 


mwm m m 


/our face *® ®®JJ^,f^bout 

You shouidntput^ ^ of place 

= tS s^e®? 

What you see is what you ge 
You only live twice . ... 

I friend in need Isa friend .n debt 
_ | Don’t Wanna Be Nice 

hmm - —» ■ 


ymA^utju^MMm^MtuaaauaaiaM 








No we never met before 
I’m very happy to say 
Far from perfect strangers 
I’d like to keep it that way 
I’m not your psycho analyst 
, ’' 1 rather talk to mice — 




■ • ff Tm iai irti n “rvr~" j jjjgr*" 1111111 " 1 " 

^ You mSeasy to resist 

n i Don’t Wanna Be Nice 
**• i Don’t Wanna Be Nice 

E thinksit’s ■ *° ^advice 

S= Better seek some souno a 
ZZ Better look elsewhere. 

_ ~ Your face is an obvious case 

1 ii' r '-~g jHBBBBBfifij B. Y ou shouldn’t put it about 

This is neither the time nor place 
; To sort these matters out 
j What you see is what you get 
You only live twice 
A friend in need is a friend in debt 
I Don’t Wanna Be Nice 





K. i ' i < r J a w ww y i e g i * ***** — 
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COOPER CLARKE 


HEALTH FANATIC (Clarke/Hannett/Hopkins) 

Round the block against the clock 
Tick tock tick tock tick tick tock 
Running out of breath running out of socks 
Rubber on the road flippety flop 
Non skid agility, chop chop 
No time to hang about 
Work out, health fanatic, work out 
The crack of dawn he’s lifting weights 
His tell-tail heart reverberates 
He’s high in polyunsaturates 
Low in polysaturates 
The Duke Of Edinburgh Award awaits 
It’s a man’s life 

He’s a health fanatic, so was his wife 
Time off, it doesn’t pay, enjoys himself the hard way 
Allows himself a Mars a day 
How old am I? What do I weigh? 

Punch me there, does it hurt? No way 
Running on the spot, don’t get too hot 
He’s a health fanatic, that’s why not u. 

Peanut power stay ahead 
Running a traffic jam, taking the lead ^ 

Hyper-activity keeps him out of bed 
Deep down he’d like to kick it in the head 
They’ll regret it when they’re dead 
There’s more to life than fun 
He’s a health fanatic he’s got to run 
Beans, greens, tangerines and low cholesterol margerine 
His limbs are loose his teeth are clean 
He’s a high octane fresh air fiend 
You’ve got to admit he’s keen 
What can you do but be impressed 
He’s a health fanatic, give it a rest 
Shadow boxing punch the wall 
One a side football, what’s the score, one all 
Would’ve been a copper, too small 
Could’ve been a jockey, too tall 
Knees up knees up head the ball 
Nervous energy makes him tick 
He’s a health fanatic, makes you sick. 
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I SALOME MALONY(ClarkeJ 




no iicoin»j — w morn ne wnu uiw ■ — 

Standing by the c*9 hypnotised me 

fnlurex u^namlf and she said it's 
Salome Malony, Oue*" het^barnett didn’t budge 

A Dougla^Pa^®”^^* ^gs'as'subtleas the bllta 
Whose snide innuendo wasa greasy little mits 

Body Mist 

Among the head^ce, gJJJ^mg with that dick 
How can she heseen ofThe Ritz d „ Lum ber” 

3S SESSf! hs&$2iSffi s * , he deck 

i The band threw down the.^ business to The R.tz 

* She’s dead, she . . W gs a shame 
' Th e over 21 ’ s "'^‘b W.Hnever be the same 
™! gSwKdIdmself, Vic Sylvester^m „ itz 

WtonTe death dance drama d*awa,£ stopped 

, When the ^»*^^sp^e"2ntly blocked 
The ladies ewe?® me w JP little b ,ts 
And Meccsmadeany. 3 kage of The Ritz 

1 Of Salome Maloney, m «• 
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MARRIED A) MONSTER FROM OUTER SPACE (Clarke/Hannett/Hopkins) 

I fell in love with an alien being 
Whose skin was jelly, whose teeth were green 
She had big bug eyes and the death ray glare 
Feet like water wings, purple hair 
I was over the moon, I asked her back to my place 
And then I married the monster from outer space 
The days were numbered the nights were spent 
In a rent-free furnished oxygen tent 
Where a cyborg chef served up moon beans 
Done super^rapid on a laser beam 
I needed nutrition to keep up the pace 
When I married the monster from outer space 
We walked out tentacle in hand 

You could sense that the earthlings wouldn’t understand 
They’d go nudge nudge when we got off the bus 
Saying ‘It’s extra-terestial, not like us’ 

And ‘It’s bad enough with another race, 

But fuck me a monster from outer space’. 

In a cybernetic fit of rage 
She pissed off to another age 
She lives in 1999 

With her new boyfriend, a blob of slime 
Each time I see a translucent face 
I remember the monster from outer space. 
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